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Stories 


Author's Notes: 

| do realise that most of the people who read this site might go pass this fiction without reading it,because 
this is a crossover with Doctor Who and Torchwood.There might be slight slash at some point. But if you read 
it please review and let me know if it\'s worth bothering to keep writing. Any reviews are welcomed not only 


the nice ones. 


March 1984; LA US; time 12:30pm 


Izzy was pissed off, yet another job was ruined The thing was though that no one was to blame but himself. 
His boss had warned him a few times already to not show up at work hung over or even worse, still drunk, 


but who was he kidding that he can keep himself sober enough to keep a job. 


So it was back to square one. He had no job and the band he was in was yet to find a place to rehearse other 
than the flat of strippers who were sweet and generous enough to feed him and buy him booze in exchange 


for his affection; and after all there was rent that needed to be paid. He was considering moving out and asking 


someone to crash on their couch or even on someone's floor for a while. If he didn't find a decent job soon the 


alternative was sleeping under a bridge. 


If he had paid more attention to his surroundings he would have noticed the strange guy with dark skin, curly 
hair and dressed all in leather and top hat, smoking on the street corner that he was coming up to. A hand 
reached out and grabbed his arm just as he went passed the corner, pulling him into the shadows of the 
towering buildings. 


"Izzy!" The guy exclaimed. How the hell did this guy know his name? "I know you don't know me and all this 
must seem crazy. And | know you must be wondering why | pulled you in here, but trust me. OK? We don't 


have much time" 


Izzy's eyes widened with confusion and some fear. This guy must be some nutter who wanted to rob or kill 


him. But why was beyond him. 

"Who the fucking hell are you?" 

‘tm sorry but | can't tell you that" 

"Why? If you are going to kill me what does it matter if | know your name?" Izzy had heard that talking was a 
way to buy yourself some time in situations like this. He was trying to sound as fearless as possible without 


actually feeling any braver. 


‘lm not going to kill you," the nutter snorted. "But | still can't tell you my name. End of the world. Protecting 


the time lines and the space time continuum or that's what The Doctor say." He grinned. 


‘Oh, really?" Izzy was mentally checking if any of the phone numbers from the list in his head was the number 
of the nearest mental hospital. 


"Man you are a loony.” 
‘Nope not one of the numbers was the one of the men in white coats-mores the pity: 


The loony looked concerned and determined now taking him firmly by his shoulders; he looked sternly into Izzy's 
eyes. 


"| know | sound insane, but hear me out. Please just trust me and listen to me! We don't have time for this." 


He released Izzy's shoulders slightly but he was too stunned to even try to run away. 


| know you, but you don't know me yet. No, no wait listen! Just remember about The Library. When the time 


comes, remember The Library." 


With these words the strange mad man released Izzy and headed across the road. Unable to think rationally 
that maybe he shouldn't actually leave a spooky bloke with a cryptic message get into his head, he followed 
the guy shouting to him. 


"Wait, please! What do you mean remember the library? What library?" 
The other man turned around not stopping his jog. "When the time comes, you will know the meaning. Just don't 


forget the Library." 
"Then answer me this. You said you know me. When am | going to meet you again then?" 


"Sorry can't tell you that either. Its against the rules." The guy tossed out the comment over his shoulder 
this time not even turning around. 


"What rules?" asked Izzy ever more confused. "What rules?" It seemed as with each answer he was getting 


more lost rather than actually gaining some information to help him understand this strange situation 


"Your rules." said the guy and then he disappeared into the traffic in a flash as if he never existed in a first 


place. 


Shaking his head Izzy get on his way home deciding that he had to either call the psych ward for himself or 
stop using the stuff he had been from now on because it was evidently too strong and caused insane 
hallucinations. 


March, 1984; LA US; time 4:45 am 

He had been running for some time now, his lungs were heavy with the effort of breathing and his head was 
light from not enough oxygen. But he kept going ignoring his aching legs and the stitch in his side. He knew he 
couldn't stop for a rest, or even to draw a much needed breath. If he does the voices, the crack and the light 


would catch up with him and he would start to fade away again 


Going only on a pure instinct unable to carry on anymore, his body had reached its physical limit. He stumbled 
almost falling through the empty, dark street. At some point, he knew, he had been aware of where it was he 
was heading. But somewhere along the way he had lost his bearings. Now he passed buildings, and cars, and 
streets as they loomed up out of the fog with the vague feeling that he knew them and should be able to 
work out the way but all the time the terror was at his heels. It haunted him through the avenues, breathing 
on his neck If only for a moment he could lose it and gain a moment to think, then he would be able to get out 


of here. 
On he ran 


This one is beginning to rationalise. Rationalise, yes, he needed to rationalise. His heart was pounding. Safety was 


like some long forgotten dream now. 


He turned through an archway and ducked inside an old broken door of a lone building. He didn't recogrise this 
avenue, but he knew he had to catch his breath and then keep going. No time to stop and think. He could hear 
the whispers and sense the shadows and the hissing and creaking of the crack as it worked through the air. 


Don't think just run No, no, think 
If he didn't think he would never get out of here. Think 
He slumped against the wall, out of breath and scared shitless. Think. 


The building, could he stay here and hide? No he needed to run and keep running. The terror would be over 
here in a minute too, the crack in the air would follow him to the end and then he will just fade and become 


one of its shadows. 


No stop the idea was to stop. The terror hadn't turned into the last avenue yet. It would lose him. He must 
think 


| think it is working! | think he is gaining control. 


Wait that wasn't his thought. He stopped panting. The panic still rose in his throat, urged him on, but there 


was someone else in his head, someone was watching this. 
Slow breathing, calm down; close them out! So, slow breathing. 


He rose to leap into a run again but all of a sudden there was a hand that held him in place, the pressure 
finally breaking him. He opened his mouth to scream in most unmanly way, but instantly there was a hand 


covering his mouth. 


Panicked now he started to kick trying to turn around and see who was holding him there. It couldn't be one of 
the shadows there wasn't any cracks on the walls, beside the hand was way too solid. A human then, he could 
deal with this. It wasn't his world. His world was music, booze and normal day in day out life, but he was a 
quick learner. He can deal with whatever the world throws his way. And when it was human it just made it 
easier. The person who was holding him in a firm grip turned him around, so he could look at his captor 


properly. He stared at the most beautiful and deep hazel eyes. 


"Hello Slash!" The guy smiled gently at him. "Don't struggle I'm here to help you not harm you." 
"Help me?" He choked out through his dry throat. "Who are you, and how do you know my name?" 


"Sorry but | can't tell you that. As a friend of mine likes to say SOPILERS!" 


The guy smiled again He wasn't really bad looking, a bit skinny with long brown hair and really pale skin. He 
looked not more than the mid twenties, but the feeling he emitted was of looking ageless. He looked a bit ragged 
as if he was having as much of a hard time as Slash, but he looked cute. Not that this was the time to think 
about this- he mentally kicked himself. 


"You know me, but then why | don't know you?" 
"You haven't met me yet." 


"Man you've lost it” Was all Slash could say, even though he had seen far stranger things in the last few days. 
He really shouldn't get surprised by this. 


"Please tell me your name." 
Call me Izzy." The guy said back to him while busying himself in some strange mess of wires. 
‘Izzy, is that all you going to say about yourself?" Slash raised his eyebrows. 


"Yes! Sorry but that's the rules." The guy ‘Izzy’ said rising suddenly to his feet straightening his back. He put 


one of the pieces he had wired in his ear. 
"Grasshopper!" 

"Yes, teacher!" 

"Can you connect me with The Doctor?" 


"On it teacher" 


"Who are you talking to?" Slash asked even more lost hearing him talking and not be able to hear this 


‘Grasshopper’ on the other side of the conversation. 

"My ship." Was the short answer from ‘Izzy’ who was starting to pace the room. 
"Your ship?" 

"Yes, my space ship" 


"Space ship? Man what have you been on? And! thought my shots were strong" Slash snorted. A talking space 
ship this guy was either taking him for stupid, or he had ran off from some mental hospital. 


"You doubt that | have a space ship that | talk to, after have been chased by crack in the very fabric of 


reality and shadows from the void?" 


"You've got a good point there." Slash pointed at him. At this moment anything seemed possible. He wishes he 
still could separate reality from drug indulged hallucinations. "Tell me then, why can't you tell me who are you 


for me?" 


"Because these are the rules of time travel, rules | have to obey and therefore my rules." 
"Teacher?" 
"Yes, Grasshopper?" 


"The link with The Doctor is ready do you want me to open it?" 
"Yes Grasshopper, go ahead" 


"Doctor?" 


"Yeah here. Your ship just about blew my eardrums off with his blasting emergency alarms." The Doctor's 
voice comes through a bit of a static noise half serious, half joking. Though how could he keep this way was a 


mystery. 


‘Sorry about that! | found him, and | know what the problem is." He was talking with this ‘Doctor’ bloke now 
through the earpiece, and annoyingly for Slash he still could hear only the one way conversation It let him 
know that there was a problem connected to him, but what and why to him was beyond his understanding. 


After all, what importance has he got, that someone would chase him of all people and how all that could be 
connected to the doom of the Universe? For God's sake he was just a beginning guitarist, with nothing special 
to offer but a few shots of heroin Of course that was it! He must have seriously overdosed and now he was 


in this scary world of vivid hallucinations. 


Someone tapped him on the shoulder to bring him back to here and now. When he turned around he wasn't 


really surprised to see that it was the mysterious guy who hasn't disappeared. 
"If you think you are hallucinating, you are wrong. Well not really wrong as such, because you see, you are not 
hallucinating, but you are dreaming. Or rather somewhere another version of you is dreaming, and this is his 


dream." 


"So you are saying that this is not real, and when | wake up everything will be ok?" It was too much, it gave 


him a headache. 
"No, that wasn't what | was saying" 


Slash shook his head not understanding anything at all now. He didn't even know what this ‘Izzy’ guy was talking 
about. 


"What | was saying was that somewhere in some another dimension (a parallel world if you like) some other 


version of you is dreaming and maybe this is his dream." 


"So are you saying that we aren't real then? Because this make no sense at all it's crazy. " 
"So maybe the dreamer is crazy, therefore the dream is crazy too." 


Slash lifted his hands in the air in gesture of surrender, fixing the other man with impatient gaze daring him 
to keep the crazy talk. He felt that if he heard one more nonsense story from this man he was going to rip 
his throat out. His brain was struggling to understand this situation as it was without the additional insanity 
this guy was talking. 


"Can you please explain the situation in English for me? Maybe some of us are just uneducated common 
humans, who have never heard of mighty philosophical ways to look at the world, nor have some of us heard 


about temporal physics laws." 


Breathing deep, Izzy braced himself for the long and confusing explanation. How do you explain the works of the 
void, the forming of the parallel worlds? How do you explain the turning of the Earth and the forming of the 

stars to a common person whose whole universe was containing his music, his friends and the occasional high? 
It wasn't easy but he knew his Slash was way clever than he showed, he would understand some day, just not 


now. But he had to make him listen and accept even if not to understand. 


"You see, we are real, as long as the story goes, as long as the dreamer dreams we are real." It didn't seem to 


get easier to explain. "In fact we are more than just a dream, the dream is becoming a parallel world. 


Every decision we make, every turn left or right we take is creating a parallel world where all the differences 
came from the different decision we make. Only this one is artificial and is creating a pocket universe where 
we have never met. And because it's artificially created through your sleep two universes are about to 


collide." 


"What do you mean we never met? You are here." Slash interjected angrily again not understanding a bleeding 


word Izzy was saying. 

"Yes, l'm here because l'm using the power of my ship and the vortex to create a gateway between the 
different parallel worlds. However in doing this its trying to eliminate you from the history, because you are a 
significant part of it. And please don't interrupt me. You wanted answers l'm trying my best to give them in 
the situation" 

Stopping his speech for a moment Izzy turned his attention back to The Doctor: 


"Doctor, how much time do we have?" 


"Not much now. The void is increasing in size and Jack is monitoring the rift which is going way beyond crazy. 


If we don't do something soon there won't be anything left but the void" 


"Just give us a minute. See if you can do something from the TARDIS" 


With his face set in stony expression he turned back to Slash who was rendered speechless this time. For the 
first time since he saw this man, Izzy really looked different from anyone else he had met so far. His eyes had 
changed their colour from brown to greenish-yellow but the most startling was the alien glow that seemed to 


engulf his presence. For the first time Slash thought that maybe this man wasn't really human, 


"Now listen to me carefully because our time is runing out! There is this place called the Void. The void is 
what separates the different dimensions from one other. And there is this creature, an incorporate creature 
that powerful beings called Ethereal, or the creatures from the void. They live in the void, they had tried to 
breach into this universe, but they need the void. " 


He knows he shouldn't interrupt. He knows that he is wasting precious time, but nothing made sense and he 


needed to ask. He needed to understand. So he lifts his hand to stop the other man 
"Hold on there! What's this void thing?" 


"The void is a place between dimensions. A place where nothing could exist unless is locked in special ship 
created to keep you safe. The void is place without time, there is no air, no light, no life, not even mass. There 
is just on big NOTHING. And if we don't hurry up and get on with what we have to do, you'll find out about the 


void yourself first hand" was the solemn answer that Izzy gave him before he started his explanation again. 


"So as | said they tried to breach into the world wanting physical form, or should | say will try. And l've 
stopped them, or I'll stop them into your near future. So they inflicted the sleep-coma on you. They think that 
maybe by averting our history and timelines, if we never met my timeline will get a different outcome. And 
I'm sorry but we need to find out a way to wake you up, because if you die this parallel world will cease to 


exist and the one you are dead in, there wil be no you anymore. " 

"And what happens when you wake me up?" 

‘lm sorry but you are going to die." 

What he heard should be shocking, in fact it should be terrifying, however he was just surprised. Oh the shock 


would come sooner or later, then he would panic, but at the moment all he could do was ask. "But you said 


that you have to wake me up-wake him up-(oh that's just too confusing), so means that no one will have to 


die." 


"No! I'm sorry, but what | was saying was that | have to wake you up; you/he didn't have to die, or two 


universes to collide. This one will cease to exist either way. And l'm sorry but you have to help me." 
"Ok, what we have to do?" 


"We need to find a place where the void is weaker. There should be some gate opening close to this place, it's 


never too far away behind you. Then | can transmit the psych signal through my ship and try to connect with 
your brain waves, the way they did to you before. And that is why you get thoughts that are not your own" 


Oh it was getting better with every passing second, he thought with sarcasm. First he gets a warning that he 
is going to die, then that he has to actually help it happen, and now, as if all that wasn't enough he was now 


being asked to deliberately look for the very same thing he was running from. 


It was so strange, when did his life turned into a badly written sci-fi movie? It was missing only the cheap 
music on the appropriate places, the laser blasters and the fake tin men. Although at this moment he wouldn't 
be surprised if either of these things showed up to mock him even further. 


He looked out of the broken window; the sun was coming out, albeit only like a weak ghost of the usual bright 
LA. sun. There were people making their way to work or as it was in LA, going in some random direction of 
the buzz of the city as it was. It should have been like this if it was every other normal day. When they got 
out the door, there was devastation all around. People were running mindless trying to escape the falling 


buildings without much success crashing into each others and stampeding everything on their way to safety. 


The ground was shaking and ripping apart right under their feet. People were sucked or fell through the ripples 
in the ground all while still screaming and running trying to find sanctuary in the still standing buildings and the 
rubble, now not even waiting or looking for the loved ones. It seemed the survival instinct taking over. And 
then, there they were in the middle of all the doom and destruction, the two strange musicians and a small 


group of four people seemingly unaffected by all the destruction around them. 


The group of four contained three really strange men dressed up in clothes of three different periods of 
Earth's fashion. But there was no time for Slash and Izzy to wonder about the stranger's sense of dress as 


the fourth member of the group - a very pregnant woman appeared to be going quickly into labour. 
"Change of plan" Izzy shouted over the noise to be heard from Slash. 
"What?" The dark skinned man asked taken aback. 


| can't let this world die." Izzy shook his head. "There is baby about to be born. | can't kill a baby." He was 


teasing his hair, pacing around. 


"No time for changing plans now" The Doctor's annoyed voice come through Izzy's earpiece. "Are you going to 


risk two Universes and billions of life forms just to save one unborn baby that shouldn't even exist? " 


He felt Slash's hand heaving down on his shoulder, his voice come soft and the breath that come with it tickled 
his ear. "Think about it. You convinced me to help you even when you told me that I'm going to die doing this. 
Now we need to finish this job. Let's find this void ripple and do what we have to do." 


Izzy turned to look at him with his eyes wide open and expression frighteningly stony. "There is no time for 


this now anyway." When he spoke his voice mirrored the cold emotionless expression on this features. 


"So." Slash gulped down. "Tell me what do we do now? ‘Cos | ain't just standin’ by an watching when everything 
around us fall and die mate." He didn't think he would ever do it but he was pleading with Izzy now. 


"No we are not going to do this. Because l'm going to create a pocket Universe for this parallel reality to be 
able to exist into." Izzy's voice sounded confident but it faltered a bit on the end. 


"Teacher?" 
"Yes, Grasshopper?" 
"You do realise that this will require an enormous amount of power and mental connection to the vortex? Even 


think you are able to create, you are not so powerful as to breach the void and create a whole new Universe, 


even if it's just a small pocket one." 

"| do realise this Grasshopper and that's why | need you and The Doctor's TARDIS? 

"Teacher, can | have a permission to speak freely?" 

"Permission granted Grasshopper." 

"If | can express my opinion, | don't think what you are planning to do is wise Teacher." 

"No, | don't think it is wise either." Izzy was answering to his ship's concerned questions with patience, she was 
Artificial Intelligence after all, and he couldn't expect her to understand that sometimes the right thing to do 


wasn't the wisest thing to do. 


"You don't think this wise, and yet you are going to do it anyway? | don't understand Teacher? " The ship's 


voice sounded puzzled; if an Al could sound puzzled. 
Izzy smiled softly. "There is a small difference between wise and right sometimes, Grasshopper, you have a lot 
of learning still to do, but someday when you learn enough about humans and emotions, maybe then you will 


understand." 


Slash was keeping quiet and looked lost again through all the conversation, from which once more he could hear 


only the one side, but he thought it was time to intervene. 
"So what are we going to do?" 
Izzy turned around just now remembering that he wasn't alone there. 


"Not we mate me. I'm going to connect to the vortex via my ship who on her side is going to connect herself 


to the Doctor's TARDIS, so we could create big enough power source using the hearts of the two TARDIS's 


and my brain wave power, and will to create a pocket Universe inside a null space of a black hole.” 


"But you can't!" The Doctor almost shouted into his ear. "I'm not going to let you to kill yourself to save this 


timeline." 
"Except this is my choice not yours Doctor." Izzy spat irritated "And there is no time to waste arguing.” 


"So you are gonna artificially keep us alive here and keep the existence of this reality?" Slash asked hesitantly 


not yet feeling confident with commenting on all this space madness. "So does that mean I'll stay alive?" 


Izzy wiped his head up to look at him surprised. ‘Oh yes, my clever Slash now you are getting it. He could 
almost hear the cogs in this clever head of his kicking into gear and start to turn and work. 


"Yes it does." He answered looking proudly over to the other man. 


"But why do you need to connect yourself to the vortex? Can't ya just leave the ships to manipulate all the 
dark and light matter, or whatever you space nutters do?" 


"No." Izzy sounded regretful. "Because they might be able to manipulate matter but they are Al, even think 
both of them are slightly organic they lack the imagination needed to create. We need a sentient brain with 
imagination and emotions to be able to create the entire necessary environment required to make it viable and 
human friendly." 

"But you can't!" The Doctor protested in vain again. "It'll fry your brain" 


"We don't have a choice." 


‘Guys if you are going to do something please decide what it is gonna be soon because the time ripples are 


affecting the reality on our side here too." Jack's irritated voice come over the comm. 
"Well, sorry, give us a minute will ya? Its not easy to decide to die." Izzy retorted back angrily. 


Slash walked to stand next to him and laced comforting hand over his shoulder, asking softly barely audible. 
"Why don't you just leave me die in the other world and this will sort out everything, right?" 


"No" Izzy dismissed shaking his head tears now running freely down his face. 
"Because if | leave you die it will change my timeline and this will mean that | never met you." 


"So you are going to die here in the past to save our future." asked Slash, tears starting to prick on the end 
of his eyes as well 


"Exactly." Izzy exclaimed placing a kiss on Slash's lips before he could think what he was doing. "Sorry! But that 


is the reason why | love you. You clever thing.’ 
"You love me?" Slash's eyebrows went up to his hairline 
"SPOILERS!" Izzy grinned 


Slash grinned back before sobering and his grin lost its volume significantly. Even though he just met this guy 
he was starting to like him. 


"The Doctor is right, | can't let you do this." 


"l'm sorry but it's too late to do anything else, and | can't let you die." Izzy said tears still making tracks down 
his cheeks. "If you die I'll lose my past with you, but if | die you still have your future with me. Please don't 
take away my past with you." 


Slash could only nod not trusting his voice not to break if he tries to speak 

Izzy turned around unable to look him in the eyes and busied himself into making the connection to his ship. 
Wiring himself he looked like a part of Al himself now with all the cables that ran through his body. When 
Slash turned around again to look at him it felt as he wasn't looking in his new/old friend anymore, now his 
tears were running down again. 

I'm ready Grasshopper. Now it's time to do your part." When he spoke his voice sounded different. Slash could 
swear he could hear an echo to it. His whole appearance was different Slash noted as he looked at him again. 
There was this slight golden halo surrounding his body and the otherworldly feeling that the dark skinned man 
had noticed earlier. 

"I'm sorry.” Izzy whispered, hand hovering over the final power switch. 


"| love you" He mouthed to Slash. 


Slash wanted to shout ‘No, please! Stop’, but he was rooted to the spot, able to only watch. 


Stories 


Author's Notes: 
| want to apologise that this one is unbetaed, but my beta-reader is too busy at the moment. If this is too 
bad, letar | maybe replace it with the edited vertion, when its ready. 


You might have noticed that we stared from the end of the story. No, it was not an error. It was deliberate. 
Someone once told me that everything happens for a reason, and everyone knows: "The end is where we start 
from" 

So are you ready to listen? 

There are two kinds of people in the universe, those who tell stories and those who live them. 

The people who tell stories-the first category- have had their entire Story bled out of their lives. Instead 
they become fixed on sports,celebrities,fictional characters. It's the only way they can see themselves as a 
part of the adventure. 

Then there are the people who can't live without Story. | am one of those people. My name is Izzy Stradlin. To 
be truthful, thats not my real name..it's just a name | wear these days. What's my real name you might ask? 
Well, it's been so long | don't really remember it and if ever if | did it wouldn't be important. Who | am and 
what | do is important. Don't get me wrong is not like | believe the world revolves around me or anything like 
that. But | try to live a life, you? | try to do different things with different people every day. | try to learn a 
different stuff and be part of a different adventure every single damn day. And I'm trying to move forward, 
trying to keep living my stories. 

| wish | could take credit for that philosophy this way of living, but | can't. | didn't invent it, | only needed to be 
shown the light to have my eyes opened. No | can't take credit for it, this way of life was shown to me by 
none others but The Doctor and his precious Captain Jack Harkness. Here's an interesting fact you may not 
know..Jack Harkness- or as he prefers to be known Captain Jack Harkness- isn't his real name either. He sort 
of borrowed it , | guess you could say. Not that this detail is especially critical for the story or anything. Are 
you doing okay coping with that? Going along with my insistence that mockeries aren't all that important? 
Good. 

Because The Doctor- isn't his real name either. | don't think anyone, even one person know his real name. 
People say his name was hidden in the stars, burning in the fires of Medusa Cascade for all eternity. No one 
knows his name after his planet Gallifrey burned. He however has been known under a lot of names on 
different worlds-The Oncoming Storm, The Bringer of Chaos, The Destroyer of Worlds, The Dark Lord.. but 
most commonly he is known as The Doctor. 

The Doctor was the person who enlightened me, who showed me the deep breathtaking and indisputable truth 
about the difference between the people who tell stories and the people who live them. By becoming a part of 
his life by walking by his side, by watching him be someone who can't live without a Story, | changed. | become 
one of those persons who live their stories too. 

But | also changed in lots of other ways. | don't want to bore you with the details, | won't. If you don't know 
them already you will probably figure them soon enough on your own. So pay attention, eh? | want to stress, 
though, that each time | come into contact either with The Doctor or Jack Harkness, as | was spending more 


and more time with them, I've continued to change. In fact | realize that I'm on a personal journey: a story 
within the story you might say. . With all this forward motion the Captain is not the same man (and that is 
understandment on its own) | first met all those years/centuries/millennia ago (or should | say 
years/centuries/millennia into the future?). In fact none of us involved in the story I'm about to tell you He's 
taken challenges, defied beasts and fought a battles that make my blood go cold. And I'm not sure anyone 
really, absolutely, truly understands who and what Jack Harkness really is..Maybe-probably-not even Jack 
Harkness. 

There is only one creature in the whole universe who maybe-just maybe can keep with the incredibly mad 
pace in which Jack's life runs and this person is The Doctor. This last of the mighty, almost omnipotent semi 
Gods race of the Time Lords. The only being had that possibly lived long enough and experienced enough to 
grasp and began to understand the life of Jack Harkness. 

There are legends about The Doctor, tales about being who defies monsters, terrible creatures and one even 
the Devil across all the time and space. Some might day that despite all the people who had followed and then 
left him he has only two constant companions-Dead and Destruction. 

Somehow he's not only become someone who lives his stories, he also has a talent of telling them. Through 
The Doctor's stories, if you listen carefully you just might learn who you are and where you are, and where 
you are going. Also be aware that not all of these things you learn about yourself will be good things. 

But this is not only story about The Doctor and Captain Jack Harkness . ls not even a story strictly about me, 
this story is also a tale of failure and pain a story about Torchwood and how it fell. 

Torchwood. Outside the government beyond the police. Created and swore to protect the Earth and the human 
race. The Zlst Century is when everything changes. And we weren't..we aren't ready. 

If after hearing my story you go to Cardiff, Wales and look for the old Millennium Center you might just see 
the plate with the names of those who fell protecting the Earth they call them The Defenders of Earth. 
Suzy Costello-deceased 

Dr. Owen Harper-deceased 

Toshiko Sato-deceased 

lanto Jones-deceased 


Captain John Hart-deceased 


The sun was just rising in Cardiff trying to push its way through the usual Welsh, cloudy and rainy early 
morning. It was the beginning of another usual day in Cardiff, with the normal flow of people running around, 


drowsily sipping on their coffees and hurrying towards work. 


Under the water tower of Roald Dahl Plaza, away from the eyesight of the citizens; among the buzz of the 
alien tech and cutting edge computers, another normal day was starting for the personal of Torchwood. Well as 


normal day, as Torchwood could have with the line of work they were in 


Apart from the hum of the machines, the place was quiet and could very well be completely deserted, if you 
didn't spot the figures of four people completely dead to the world around them. Toshiko, a young Japanese 


woman was scanning the data on the screen of her high tech computer and analysing the information, which 


looked as if only she could understand it. 


On her left on another work station with screens around it, another young woman, the ex-police officer Gwen 
Cooper was running through the CCTV footage from the previous night. Further down the other levels of the 
Hub was the medical station which had an iron examination table in the centre and very bored Doctor Owen 


Harper, poking at something that looked very much dead. 


All this was observed by the head of Torchwood Three, Cardiff, one Captain Jack Harkness. Jack was sitting on 
the desk in his office, trying to concentrate on doing some paperwork, but getting constantly distracted by the 
empty place where a hand in a jar used to be and not so long ago either. He sighed and moved his attention 
back to the paperwork. Moments later a man dressed in an immaculate three piece, dark grey suit, entered 
through the glass door of Jack's office, a cup with streaming, black coffee was placed on the desk on Jack's 


right and the man left the office quietly, almost unnoticed. 


Jack smiled to himself and took a sip from the strong coffee. Yes another normal day at Torchwood, until the 
rift monitor at the centre of the Hub started to spark and sent abnormal readings on to Tosh's computer. 
Suddenly everyone sprang into frenzy of motion, which for outside observer might seem somewhat chaotic, 
but everyone did their job with absolute precision. Jack was out of his office the moment the first spark came 


out of the rift. 


"Tosh, put the charts to monitor on high alert and scroll back to the last couple of hours. | want to see when 
the first anomaly started and why did we missed the glitch!" Jack was on full work mod now. 


"Already on it Jack." Toshiko Sato answered moving around on her work station and busying herself with all the 
charts and readings, pressing various buttons on the keyboards to her computers with nearly the speed of 
the light. "Nothing abnormal on the readings, until the very moment the rift sparked." 

"Gwen, check the recent CCTV!" Jack then ran up to the sliding wheel door and opened it to shout to the man 
inside the tourist shop's office. "lanto, call the police, see if there are any reports of strange creatures, or 
persons lurking around the city!" 

Jack went to Tosh next and looked over her shoulder at the screen in front of her. 


‘Nothing, | can detect Jack, I'm sorry." She shook her head. "There are a few changes up and down on the 
activity, but nothing too significant, or strong enough to cause this." 


"Ok, keep monitoring and let me know if anything changes." Jack pushed himself from the back of her chair and 
made his way to where Gwen stood. 


"Anything on the CCTV?" 


Gwen looked up from the screen to him and sighed. "Nothing on the CCTV either. Just the normal people going 


on their way, the most interesting thing so far is the occasional mugger." 


Owen finally left the medical area and joined the others in the central Hub. 


"So, everyone has a task, but me." Dr Harper whined. "You think. l'm incapable of working with the rift, Jack?" 
“Course not!" Jack smiled thinly at him. "If | ever need the rift open, I'll be sure to ask the expert, Owen" 
"| saved you and Toshiko from being stranded in 1942, in case you forgot." 


"Yeah.." Jack answered. Of course he couldn't forget, but annoying Owen Harper was too much of a fun to 
miss. "Only you seemed so engrossed in sticking your tools into this time vortex worm and | didn't want to ruin 


your fun" 


Jack's smile grew. It was hard enough sometimes to work with relatively amicable Owen Harper, an annoyed 


Owen was next to impossible to handle. 
"Found anything you like there?" 


"No!" grunted Owen, as he flung himself on the sofa. 

The streets of Cardiff were cold and wet and not the most pleasant place to walk through if you don't have 
to, you should at least be dressed warm and water proof. The autumn was on its peak and the weather, 
although not yet biting cold was far away from comfortable. Yet strangely enough, through one of the many 
streets, there was a woman walking, dressed only in light red dress, with bare shoulders and no back; her feet 
were without shoes, but this weather did not seem to affect her. 


She was walking almost in trance, seemingly just floating through the streets, towards the place where the 
Millennium Centre was. Her look was near vacant and she was swaying slightly as if the wind would pick her 
thin body up at any moment and blow her away with the fallen leaves from the trees. Her blond hair was 
flying around her face and shoulders, the hair might once have been neatly and stylishly clipped on a loose bun, 
or around the temples, but now it was in complete disarray. But much stranger than all was the fact, that 


despite this woman's strange appearance, no one paid her any mind. 


Lucy was determinate to reach the Roald Dahl Plaza and do her part of the work. She knew what exactly was 
expected from her. She gripped the ring in her hand tightly, her frozen fingers ached, but she knew that soon 
everything will be alright. Soon, when her Harry was back, the cold will go away. Soon, she will be warm in her 
husband's arms once again. She wished the rain would stop, it was ruining her hair and her dress; and she was 


in the red one, because her Harry always loved her in this colour. 


She had to hurry up, or she might miss the moment when the rift is weak, but she couldn't move any faster. 
Her legs were cold and felt heavy; everything seemed to move in slow motion, only she was flying through the 
streets, between the buildings and around the trees. The rain was beating down on her, biting on her bare skin 
and made her shiver, but she just kept going, she knew what she had to do. It was strange how the rain 
muffled not only the sounds were, but also the colours. The trees with their missing leaves seemed even 


duller on this October morning, than they ever had before. Only the occasional red (the red always seems to 


be such a strong and bright colour) stood apart from the rest, brighter than ever, almost as if grey and red 
were the only colours left in existence. 


Meanwhile, back in the Hub, everyone was still trying to find the reason for the sudden rift activity but 


without much success. 
The entrance door rolled open and lanto joined the rest of the Torchwood in the main area, holding a tray with 
cups of coffee, to the great relief of everyone present. Sometimes the only thing that held the Torchwood 


team intact and sane was lanto's famous coffee. 


Gwen rubbed her eyes, which stung after staring at the screen watching endless scrolls of CCTV footage. She 
sighed contently and took a sip from her cup, turning to the tea boy. 


"lanto, you are my saviour, always knowing what | need." Gwen smiled at him and received one smile and a curt 
nod. 


"Nice coffee for sore head and good sight for sore eyes, that's my lanto Jones!" Jack Harkness winked at him, 
reaching for the cup of coffee. 


lanto didn't seem to be affected by any of the comments and not missing a beat, he turned to offer Toshiko 
her coffee, tossing over his shoulder at the Captain. 

"This is sexual harassment, sir." 

Looking back at her screen Gwen hastily put her mug down and zoomed in on the image. 


"Jack!" She shouted. "Come and see this!" 


Not only Jack, but almost the entire team apart from Tosh joined Gwen on her station. To Jack's utter 


disbelief, there on the screen was the image of a woman dressed in red, kneeling on the ground almost on top 


of the Hub. 

"| don't believe this!" Jack exclaimed shaking his head. "How can she be here? She was in a mental hospital" 
"Who is she, Jack?" Gwen asked surprised by her boss' reaction to this strange woman 

"Lucy Saxon, the late Prime Minister's wife." lanto answered the question 

"Wasn't she the one who killed him?" Tosh asked, not leaving her work place even for a moment. 


"Yes, and that's why, she can't be here. She is locked up." Jack sounded bit scared, but mostly angry, because 
Captain Jack Harkness did not do well with strange. 


"Jack!" Tosh shouted from her place." The rift is powering up. The readings are going off the scale." 


Jack left Gwen and ran to Tosh's place to look at the rift activity readings; they were changing constantly and 
the rift was opening again. Moving around trying to find the cause, he missed the woman placing a ring into a 


crack of the pavement, which coincided with the exact time the rift opened. 


The ground started to shake and the light in the rift started to move up and down. There were red lights 
flashing and the Hub was filled with the blaring of alarms. 


"lanto, go and try to turn off this noise!" Jack shouted, trying to make himself heard over the alarms. "Tosh, 
stay here and keep trying to find the cogs to close the rift back! Gwen, Owen, with me and get your guns 
ready!" 


Forgivness 
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Standing up Nikki took something from behind the desk and stuffed it in his coat, then turned away and made 
his way to the door. 


Gilby's heart sank when he realised what the object that the Crue bassist took was. How could Tommy leave 
the recording from a few nights ago in such obvious place was baffling to him..unless..unless he wanted it to 
be found. Gilby furrowed his brow, but this didn't make sense. Saving the information for later to remember 
to ask Tommy, he mentally shook himself to regain his composure and followed Nikki, down to the main area, 


hoping that Nikki hadn't watched the recording. It was one thing to know it, and another to see it. 


Nikki was wondering the same thing, why would Tommy leave this so openly for anyone and everyone to find 
it? He was just glad he found it first. At first he wondered, dare he watch it? Was there something he would 
rather not see? But the curiosity got the better of him and reluctantly he played the recording; of course he 
didn't like what he saw but he was ready to forgive, ready to move on and talk it over with Richie. What he 


wasn't ready for was losing Richie. 


Oh there was the problem of going between the comfort of the familiarity in his relationship with Richie and 
the new exciting unfamiliarity with starting a new relationship with Izzy. But he thought whatever it might 
happen he wasn't going to lose Richie in a bitter way. 


When he got down the steps only Izzy was still there; Duff and Slash had probably gone to get something to 
drink and eat, or had left to leave him and Izzy some private space to talk. He turned his head to Gilby, who 
tacitly nodded. "l'm going to get myself some coffee." He said "Do you want some?" 


Nikki and Izzy just shook their heads. "Ok then, see you later." Then he was gone leaving only the two of them, 


the room falling in silence. 


Izzy looked at Nikki, and pushed himself from the floor where he was sitting, so fast that he lost balance and 
would have fallen back down if it hadn't been for Nikki's hands closing around his waist and pulling him to 


safety. 


"Whoa! Easy there," Nikki teased, and let go. His hands lingered on Izzy's back, and for once, he felt no need to 
push them away. 


Instead, he just smiled and reached to wrap his own hands around Nikki's neck, pulling him down for a brief hug. 
"Hello" He smiled up at the bassist. 


"Hello." Nikki answered and pulled away. Izzy barely suppressed a shiver at the sudden lack of warmth from 


Nikki's body. 
"You look good" He gives a pained smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. 
Nikki smirked at him. "Always do," he said, and eyed Izzy up and down. "You, on the other hand, look like shit” 


Izzy frowned and ran a hand through his hair. "Yeah, a bit of domestic misunderstanding with Axl, but now it's 
over, so no need to fret about" He fingered with one of the locks of his hair. "And that's the reason | wanted 
to talk to you." He tucks the lock behind his ear, and moves around uncomfortably. "I can't do it Nikki, I'm 
sorry, but l'm not ready to start relationship again Beside you have Richie, he loves you, and you love him." He 


shook his head to get rid of the tears that threatened to spill from his eyes. "I need to go.’ 
Nikki whirled back around, dismayed. "Don't!" 
Izzy shook his head. "I have to." He smiled sadly. 


"Everyone will be here soon, and then this will be just another day of playing and going to the bar afterwards. 
And | can't do it at the moment." He walked to stand in front of Nikki again. "You know me. | can't deal with 
difficult situations but to run away and hide behind my walls. And right now | need to get really far away. | 


can't face the sting here, | can't love now." 


"Oh, Izz.." Nikki stepped up to him, into his space, and cupped his cheek. Izzy felt sudden urge to run away, but 
suppressed it as Nikki slid the hand on his face to the back on his neck and leaned closer still, pressing their 


foreheads together. "When will we ever learn?" 


He breathed into the shared space between their lips. "You show up one day and make all these offers and 
promises, and what can we do but go along with it. Of course we end up believing you again, and then you go 
swan off to another place and disappear for another couple of months, and we end up alone once again" He 


sighed. "One day, Izzy, we all will know better." 


Izzy's lips twitched. "| hope not." He said with lightness that came off slightly strained. He pushed against Nikki's 
chest and backed away. "I've got to go. | know you must hate me now, and you have every right to. But | hope 
that one day you'll learn to forgive me. People say that time heals. Maybe given enough time you will forgive 


me enough to not turn away when we meet. | hope you will” 
Nikki set his mouth in a grim smile. "Maybe | will." 


Izzy glanced down at his hands. He fidgeted and looked up again, opening his mouth to speak. What he'd been 
planning to say died in his throat as he thought of what he'd told Nikki that night they spent in police custody. 


He swallowed the wave of guilt and turned to the door, his expression turning regretful. "It's for the best | 
promise you. Because if | don't go now, every time | look at you, or the others I'll think: ‘Damn Axl, Damn Nikki, 
Damn music, Damn Life." He dry swallowed. "Say sorry to the other guys for me," he said quietly. Nikki 
watched him, silent and Izzy added "Tell Richie-tell him | don't deserve you. Tell him that he is once truly lucky 
man and if he doesn't see it then he must be blind. And.." he hesitated, then steeled himself and turned back 


around. "That I'm sorry.” 


Before Nikki could ask why, Izzy had closed the gap between them and taken Nikki's face in his hands. For a 
moment he just studied Nikki's face, a thumb brushing across his cheekbones. Then Izzy leaned in and brushed 
a feather-light kiss across his lips. Nikki made a noise, something between a groan and a plea, and Izzy's fingers 


clasped in Nikki's hair, and they kissed deeply. 


All too soon Izzy pulled away. His fingers brushed Nikki's lips one final time before he turned away. Before he 
could close the door however he could hear Nikki saying. "Whatever you do and say. You still love me." 


He turned his head around his features set expressionless. 
"Do |e" 


Once the door was closed, Izzy fell back against it and his eyes slipped shut. For one long moment, he just 
thought about Nikki preparing for the day's work, and how he'd smile when he'd look up and see Richie coming 
in. 


Izzy's eyes opened. With a slow motions nostalgic smile tugging at the corners of his lips he pulled away from 


the door. 


Nikki sighed and turned around to see Richie standing with Tommy next to the sound system, his body, rigid, 
stoke still. How long has he been there? Did he see Izzy kissing him? Fuck it, why should he care, after all he 
wasn't the one fucking Richie's friends. 


Richie stood there, eyes fixed on the far wall not seeing, mouth set in thin line, he didn't make a sound, didn't 


move. Slowly Tommy reached to him curling his fingers around Richie's. 


"Get me out of here." Richie whispered only the corner of his mouth moving. Then he turned on the balls of 
his feet and tugged on Tommy's hand to follow him. 


Nikki wanted to scream in frustration, wanted to call him names like liar, bastard, cheater and other not too 
polite things. His very soul screamed ‘Hypocrite! | have more reasons to fuck Izzy than you have to shag 
Tommy OR Gilby. ‘ He should have let him go and never see him again, or beat him senseless but instead all he 


could do was run after Richie and beg. 


"Don't leave me, please!" 


Richie turned in surprise. "What? Why should! stay? Why do you want me to stay? A cheater like me." 

"Oh, Richie!" Nikki sighed and smiled sadly reaching to tuck a stray of brunette hair beside the guitarists ear. 
"You want to know why? Well try this. | want you to stay because | love you. You are my last thought in the 
night when | go to sleep, and you are my first though in the morning when | wake up.” He pulled Richie into a 
hug and planted a tender kiss on the top of his head. 

"No, I'm not your first thought in the morning." Richie teased leaning into the warmth of Nikki's touch. 


"Yeah, ok you've got me there. You are my second thought in the morning after | feed Stinky. You know him he 
is really annoying cat when we forget about him." Nikki laughed. 


"Yeah now you are telling the truth." Richie's face went from amused to hard once more. "But then why did 
you kiss Izzy?" 


There was silence for once none of them knew what to say, or how to feel. Nikki opened his mouth to say 
something but his ability to speak betrayed him. Licking his lips to moisture then he tried once more. 


"He kissed me. | won't lie to you, | wanted it. God knows | wanted-| needed him. But that kiss you saw was a 


kiss-goodbye." 

Richie just nodded. "Good." He whispered. 

"Good." Nikki sighed. "Let's finish here for the night and go home." 

Tommy left Nikki and Richie to talk and made his way to the nearest coffee shop. Going inside ordering himself 
some coffee, he took the cup and settled himself on the table beside Gilby, who didn't seem to have noticed 
him until he put his hand on the guitarist shoulder. 


Startled slightly he gets out from his revere and lifted his eyes to look at Tommy. 


‘Ive lost him Tommy, and I've lost you." He chuckled bitterly. "You see I've tried to take more than | can keep, 


and | fell hard" 


"Don't talk like this.." Tommy squeezed his hand reassuringly. "You never needed me or Richie. You needed your 
wife and | think you just discovered that. I'm happy that we had this closure, now we both know we can move 
with our lives." 


He smiled tightly at Tommy squeezing his hand back. 
"You might be right. | do need my wife, and all that happened the last few days made me realise it. You know, | 


never thought I'd say this, but.. Thank you." He smiled at Tommy and this time his smile was bright and 
reaching all the way to his eyes. 


"Yeah. And Richie and Nikki finally worked out their problems, after Nikki's car breaking down" The drummer 
winked at his friend 


"You mean, the breaking of the car was your doing?" 


"Yeah, only, | didn’t intend for them to get lost and arrested. | just wanted Izzy and Nikki to have a time to talk 
about their attraction towards each other. Guess it worked anyway." Tommy shook his head chuckling. "Nikki 
and Richie fixed their problems after Nikki watching the recording and seeing how Richie feels..." 


Gilby held a hand to break Tommy's monolog. 
"Wait! So you are saying that you left it there on purpose?" He shook his head. "You git" Gilby laughed. 


"Yes, | did and | did a great job. Even you played along. But all is good when it ends well. Duff and Slash are 
finally in the open and don't need to hide, Izzy is free from Axl and Nikki and Richie might actually work out: 


"Do you think Izzy will be happy?" Gilby asked taking a sip from his cup and looking through the window. 


"Yeah." Tommy sighed. "You know him. He is this kind of guy. He will run away when he gets scared, but he 
can't run away forever, he has to stop someday. Is he going to be alright? Yeah | think he is. Is he going to be 
happy? | don't know, maybe if he quits being scared and let's himself love again" 


Tommy lifted his cup for toast. "Cheers, to my clever set up. And you are going to be happy with your wife 
at last" 


"So Tommy, tell me where does this leave you?" Gilby fixed him with stern gaze. 


‘Oh me." Tommy smiled; it looked genuine enough, but was it? "You know me; | was never one for monogamy 


and commitment. If my bed gets cold, I'll just go and pick some groupie. ' 
"Are you going to be alright though?" 
Tommy smiled again. "Always." 


Jason Newsted woke up a bit disorientated with the late morning light coming through the window of his hotel 
room. There was somebody lying next to him. God he had drank a lot last night if he was going by his 
headache or the fact that he doesn't even remember who was sleeping in his bed. He tried to remember. Oh 
yes, he went out with Steven Adler to renew the old friendship between the two bands, that was severed 
some years back So they had a few drinks, some great time talking and remembering. Oh yes, he had to back 
down some offers from Steven about ending the night in the same bed, but they didn't get into too much 
trouble. So then why he doesn't know who was in his bed? 


Turning around Jason decided that, renewing a friendship, was great idea, having chatted and a few drinks with 
old friend was good idea too. However waking up next to a warm body to find out that you had finally took 
Steven up to his offer wasn't. 


END. 


First Meetings 
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LA, California USA, Earth 1984 


Once upon a time..No, hang on that's not right. Opening the story this way would suggest that time is linear. 
Time is not linear (as you know, unlike most people), or at least you should know by now. So should we open the 
story with, at some point in time (now, before, soon to come).. No, this does not sound right either, Fairy tales 


start this way, and this is not a fairy tale. 


In the fairy tales, Little Red Riding Hood finds the wolf disguised as her grandmother, and then gets rescued by 
the good guy and lives happily ever after. In our tale the Red Riding Hood get into bed with the Big Bad Wolf 
and gets eaten Either that or she becomes drug or alcohol addict driven by guilt. In this tale there are no 
knights in shining armour, charming princes or beautiful princesses. In this tale the knight is a con-man Captain 
(if he is even a Captain at all), the prince although not charming is strangely appealing with his dark looks and 
leather jacket, and the princess of our tale is generally lacking on the whole. While she is there, she is not 
noble or gallant and although beautiful, she is actually a teenage shopping girl, with a love for greasy chips and 
rights out in the pub. 


So maybe we should start this tale by giving you the name Izzy Stradlin, and you can add the rest later. 


Maybe we could start with.. A Captain, a Doctor and a girl walking in.. No? You know this one already? But 
what if we add the odd rock musician? Now that's different? Now add a couple of drinks, take away a few 


dollars from the Captain, add a few more drinks, then take away a few clothes, and.. count the legs.. 


Hmm, this is still not the right beginning for our story. So why don't we sit back and just observe what is 


happening with our heroes without the need for a beginning or an end? 


We will find that the first scene we observe is the beginning and the end will come naturally. 

Izzy was standing on the bar sipping from his glass with a very bored expression. The band was supposed to 
play in the club on this night, but they couldn't because Axl Rose did not show up. The night was just beginning 
and he was already on his fourth or fifth drink. Izzy was determined to get pissed but the only downside was 
that he did not particularly enjoy getting pissed on his own. The rest of the guys had gone back to the hell 
House to let Axl know what was on their minds. Izzy however didn’t feel in mood for dealing with the redhead 


and cowardly decided to stay behind. But now they were all gone and he was alone, he could see the mistake in 


this; right at this moment he was entertaining the thought of shooting something stronger. 


The moment he made the decision and drained his glass through the door entered a pretty blonde girl with 
possibly the brightest smile he had ever seen. This definitely changed his plans for the night or at least so he 
thought. That was until he saw that the girl was followed by a tall bloke in leather jacket and short cropped 
hair. The bloke looked out of place into the ‘80s rock bar, he would belong better into a U-Boat, Izzy thought. 
His face was cold and serious when he looked around, and Izzy decided that if the pretty girl is with him it was 
not worth the trouble and so he would follow through with the earlier plan. 


"Can't you just use your fancy gadget and find out what you need, so we could all loosen up a bit and have fun 
here? You know, get in the spirit of the era and all that?" The girl asked hopeful smiling cheerfully at the 
bloke. The tip of her tongue was poking through her teeth. 


The bloke screwed up his face with disgust. 


You are spending way too much time with Jack, Rose Tyler." He shook his head and made his way towards the 
bar, taking the chair next to Izzy. "Where's the fun in using gadgets and where is your adventure spirit? Why 


don't we snoop around instead, talk to the locals, and maybe have a drink?" The guy waved the bartender over. 
“Spoilsport.." The girl sighed and took the other chair. "Just a little bit of Spock wouldn't kill ya" 


Their accents where British; the girl sounded Cockney and the guy sounded northern. They seemed a little odd 
to Izzy, but he just put it down to the fact that they were Brits. 


However he still couldn't understand what a good looking teenage girl like this one would do with middle age guy 
like that one. Unless it was for the money and the guy didn't look like someone who had that much money. His 
clothes looked worn out, maybe not with time but with action perhaps. Maybe that was what the girl liked 
about being with him, the action. She did look rather lively and was dressed quite odd as well, 


Still he thought it wouldn't hurt to buy her a drink, well apart from the possible punch he could receive from 
the U-Boat-captain look a like. Izzy thought he would risk it, the possibility of something interesting happening 
was worth spending his last dollar and the possibility of the loss of a few teeth. 

"What is your poison?" He asked the girl when she stopped by the bar. 


"Huh?" She looked quite confused, but then decided to try and pretend she understands. "Hmmm..| don't know, 


never really thought of poisoning myself." 


"No, what are you going to drink?" Izzy laughed, she was really odd, either that or the Brits were even more 


eccentric than he realised. 


"Oh..." The girl looked embarrassed. "It's not like | ‘ave been drinking lately. Didn't really have the time lately, did 
| Doctor?" She looked at the guy accusingly. 


The guy lzzy thought was suspiciously calm and quiet only his blue eyes were now flashing a look of cold 


blooded murder in Izzy's direction. 


"She is not going to drink, and even if she is, some pretty boy is not going to be the one buying it for her" 
The guy said with a voice that left no place for objections. 


"Woah, steady boy." Izzy backed off holding his hands up. "I was just offering her a drink" 


The girl was about to say something to object, but there was a strange beeping sound from the man's leather 
jacket. The Brits looked at first in the direction of the sound and then, as in rehearsed synchrony at Izzy. Now 
he thought he may start to regret his decision to stay in the bar. If the strange couple looked a bit eccentric 
before, now they looked downright creepy. And he was still way too sober to deal with something like that. Izzy 
finished his drink in one go and started to make his way towards the exit. 


"Is that." He heard the girl ask. 


"Yeah it is." The man answered and Izzy felt his shoulder being gripped by something. "You are coming with 


mel" 


Izzy looked startled, but then his street survival instincts kicked in and he prepared himself for a fight. The 
guy strengthened his grip on Izzy's shoulder and took one of his hands in a steely grip behind his back. He had 


surprisingly strong grip for someone not particularly well built. 


"It looks like you will have your pretty boy around for a little while Rose." The guy said with unreadable 
expression. "How do you always manage to get a queue of pretty boys that are ‘all looks and no brains! around 


you?" 
The girl, Izzy corrected himself, Rose, looked at him sympathetically, 


"Doctor, you are scaring him." She addressed the bloke. "I think we should explain to him what is going on" 
"You think a stupid ape from the ancient ‘BOs on Earth is going to understand this Rose?" The man looked quite 
amused by then, the anger was dissipating. 


"Oi, that's not ancient. It's only twenty odd years before my time." The girl protested and hit him playfully on 


the arm. 


Izzy was out of his depth in this situation, in any other situation he would pick a fight, or something. This time 
though he didn't have any idea what to do. 


"Who are you people?" He demanded to know. "I'm not going anywhere until you give me an explanation! And it 
better be a good one" He said stubbornly, but it totally caught him by surprise when it had some effect and 


the man released his shoulder and made his way to a little more private place. 


"Ok, what do you want to know?" The man sat opposite Izzy. He folded his arms in front of his chest and Rose 


sat next to him. 


"| don't know. You could start with introductions. You want me to come with you and just trust you, but are 


not even telling me who you are?" 
The man gave him a cold stern look. His blue eyes were as cold as ice. 


"Kind of yeah." He said. "I'll tell you, but you are not going to believe it" The man explained to him with that air 


of superior arrogance of his. 


Izzy matched his gaze with as much strength as he could muster. Every thought about getting wasted or 


pissed now was completely forgotten 


He sat relaxed in his chair and lit a cigarette. "You just tell me, and leave it to me to worry about if I'm going 


to believe you or not” 
"Ok, I'm the Doctor, and that little ape here is Rose Tyler." The Doctor guy said. 
"The Doctor?" Izzy took a drag from his cigarette and lifted an eyebrow. 


"Kind of yeah.." the Doctor huffed, "honestly"... He thought, Humans, why do they never accept that he was 
just called the Doctor? 


"Just that.? People call you ‘the Doctor'?" Izzy still was not going to let it go. Whoever has a name like that? It 


just seemed a little too suspicious, like some drug dealer or a gang guy or something. 


"Kind of yeah." The Doctor said stubbornly. "Now if you are quite finished with the questions ‘bout my name, 


should we start the explanation?" 


Izzy took a deep breath to calm his irritation and puffed out loudly the smoke form his cigarette. Leaning 
further into the chair he said. 


"Yeah, you better." 


"We are here to investigate something rather uncommon that is going on around here. This is my sonic 
screwdriver." The Doctor took out a short, slim, silver tube - something like a futuristic pen only bigger from 
the pocket of his leather jacket. "This is a sonic screwdriver - even though it might look useless to you - it is 
actually able to track even the slightest residual energy.’ The Doctor smirked knowing that this information 
meant nothing to the boy. 


Izzy just looked totally lost and confused, but determined not to give up. He adopted a sarcastic smirk. 


"Yeah, right and where is the camera?" He sniggered. 
The Doctor turned triumphantly to the girl that sat next to him and smiled smugly. 


"What did | tell ya, the stupid ape." 
Izzy stood up abruptly, anger flashing across his face and into his eyes as he exited the bar cursing his sober 
mind. 


As he left he wondered what happened to the normal drug indulged hallucinations like the little blue men, or 
the anxiousness that someone is following you. He would have been able to deal with them better; this one was 


really out of his depth. 


‘The little blue men are not hallucination, well at least not if you are on Xenos IV, they are the main population 
there: Izzy could hear a voice inside his head. To be precise, it was the voice with the Northern British accent 
belonging to the man from the bar. 


Now that was a bit too much even for him, he thought and turned around to see the man standing behind him 


and smiling manically. 


"What the hell..?" Izzy strode over to the Doctor and grabbed him by the lapels of his leather coat. "What is 


going on here, and what are you doing inside my head?" 

The Doctor looked unfazed by the whole angry demands and just removed the boy's hands lightly. 

"Your mind is too loud, even | could detect it, and I'm not too highly telepathic. Guess what is going to happen if 
a highly telepathic creature finds you?" The Doctor tried to explain. "Maybe that's exactly what the energy 
reading around you is." 

Izzy rounded on the Doctor again, his anger flaring even more. He threw his fist and punched the other man in 
the face, throwing him off balance and against the strange blue box that was claiming to be a Police Public Call 
Box, a box that actually looked like something that came from England in the 1950s. But he could have sworn he 


didn't see the blue box when he came passed earlier. 


‘Oi, what do you think, you are doing?" the blonde girl rushed to help the man sending Izzy her most 


murderous glares. 
"| don't know what your game is, but I'm not going along with it" Izzy warned the couple growling at them. 


‘What if | can prove it to you? Will you let me check you then? Izzy heard the man's voice, but there were no 


words spoken aloud. 


‘And what if | don't want to get involved?" lzzy asked, only later realising that he had not actually voice it out 


loud. 


‘Then I'll leave you alone, but I'm not sure you would be able to last long on your own! The Doctor answered 


looking him firmly in the eyes. 


Rose was looking from one to the other not really understanding what was happening. The two men were 


standing unmoving and quiet, but it looked as if they were communicating in a way she did not understand. 


Ok!" Izzy said out loud. "You still haven't persuaded me fully, but I'm willing to hear you out: 

As we can se, this is not really a fairy tale, but then what exactly is it then? Because for one of our heroes 
it does not seems real. Yet here is the place to question what is real, and what is not? Just because no one 
told us that something exists, does that makes it unreal? Or is it only a question of perception and 


perspective? 


If a narrator, who is telling you a story, tells you that something is real, does it make it real, simply because 
he says that it's the truth, if only because it exists in his story, or is it nevertheless a lie? 


You see that's the problem here, who is lying, and who is telling the truth in this story? Maybe there is even 
no realization of what is a lie or a truth in this story? Maybe it depends on the hero, if he would believe in 
what is happening, then to him is it a reality, or that he is having a weird dream. Maybe it depends on him if 


we would view this as fantasy or reality. 


But back to the story, because of course our hero would not walk away without checking the situation. That 
would end the story before its time. 


The Doctor grinned and opened the door to the police box. 
"Take a look," he offered to the skeptical looking Izzy. 


"What's in there?" Izzy asked incredulously. The guy might think him stupid, but he could not possibly think he 
was such an idiot to believe that here was something unusual to see inside a wooden retro call box. Whatever 
this guy wanted from him, he was not going in there. If nothing else the tough life he had been living for a few 


years now on the streets of LA taught him to not just rush in somewhere simply because he was invited. 


However, there was something in the back of his mind urging him to enter the unusual box, a spark of light 
and a beautiful song, so quiet that he was not even sure it was actually there. It was beautiful, the song of 
the creation itself and burning stars, the song of all beginning and all ends, the song of time and eternity. It 
was lulling him, calling to him as something familiar, home perhaps. At first he thought it was a moment of 


recognition, then it all faded away and his mind was one again quiet and empty. 


He gasped, his breath hitched in his lungs and his heart sped up in a mad staccato. He was really scared now, 


because he was sure he had overdosed and was probably lying in a hospital bed dying. He didn't want to die, he 
had to wake up. There was the strange feeling that if he was to go inside this box, he would never wake up 


from this complete madness. 


"What do you say Izzy Stradlin? Are you coming in or not?" the Doctor's impatient voice brought him back to 


reality, well relative reality for the moment. 


"How do you know my name?" Izzy demanded to know stalling for time before he made his decision about 
whether he should go inside, or not. 


"Spoilers!" Was all that Rose told him with grin. 


He shook his head thinking that if this was some comatose dream it wouldn't hurt to go inside and have a look. 
He could see the grinning faces of the two people around him. Taking deep breath he stepped through the door 
and into an impossibly spacious room, which by any laws of physics could not fit into a call box. However the 

incredible size of the room was not the only unusual thing. The decoration of the room looked all alien to him it 


was giving off the feeling of being almost sentient. 


Four enormous coral like columns were reaching from floor to ceiling, which was almost too high to see. The 
room was dimly lit by the lights from round bulbs around the brownish hexagonal patterned walls. One more 
additional light came from the huge glass like column in the middle of the room. This greenish lit column was in 
the middle of mushroom shaped control console with various buttons and levels. Looking a little closely at the 
console, Izzy snorted with amusement. It looked raggedy and as if cobbled together with any metal junk that 
someone could find. There was a bicycle pump and bell, a crystal ball and some other various gadgets and 
parts that he did not recognise, but didn't look in place. Still it might not be very high tech space travel, but it 
strangely belonged. 


"Fucking helll" Izzy exclaimed, not surprisingly these were the only rational thoughts that his brain could 
process at that moment. 


When he ran down the ramp his boots echoed through the grating floor of the room. 

"Whatever you have given me; you had better counter the effect of it right now and wake me up!" Izzy 
shouted at the Doctor's face when he exited the box. He circled it to check if it was connected to some fancy 
spacious room, but it wasn't. It was not bigger than a normal public call box, not more than two by two 
meters square. "Because | might not be an expert of physics, but I'm not stupid you know." 

"Really?" The Doctor asked sarcastically. "You could've fooled me." 


"There's no way something could be bigger on the inside. This is against every law" Izzy protested stubbornly. 


The Doctor folded his arms in front of his chest again and snorted. 


"Well for your little human/ape brain and simple three dimensional world, maybe not" The Doctor sounded 


amused. He entered the box closely followed by Rose. 

Izzy however ran around the box to check again touching its four walls that felt real and solid enough, with 
just a bit of sudden pulsating. He pulled hastily his hand and gasped. For a brief moment there it almost felt 
alive and reaching into his mind. 


The Doctor pokes his head out of the doors. 


"Are you coming or not?" the Doctor asked him annoyed. "| don't have time to argue physics with humans 


right now." 


Izzy nodded even though the Doctor could not see him, from the other side of the box. Izzy entered the box 
hesitantly. 


"No way!" He whispered in awe. 

The doors behind him slammed shut and he whipped his head around to see the grinning face Rose. The Doctor 
was moving around the console busy pushing levels and switches. The time rotor's green light started to move 
up and down and the room shook. 

"What are you doing?" Izzy demanded to know frightened. 

‘lm taking us to the signal's location" The Doctor answered distractedly. 


"We are moving?" Izzy asked holding to a railing to keep himself up. "How?" 


"That's not just a box." The Doctor beamed. "That's' the TARDIS, the very best spaceship in the whole 


Universe." 
"Is a spaceship?" Izzy asked. He was most certainly squeaking like a frightened girl. 


"Not only, it's a time machine too." Rose answered proud to know more than him. "It stands for Time and 
Relative Dimensions in Space - TARDIS" She grinned. "See, Doctor | remember it" 


"You are an alien" Izzy said, stating what seemed to be the obvious. 

"That's a great deduction Watson" The Doctor said. "Give the clever boy a cookie for stating the obvious." 
"Doctor give him a time." Rose told him off. "Why are we going without Jack?" she asked worried. 

‘Oh, we are not going too far away a few streets, or blocks at most" The Doctor assured the girl. 


Rose took Izzy's hand for comfort, and tried to talk to him softly. 


"You had always wanted to get away from your old life right? " She asked him smiling and when he gives her a 
small nod she continued. "Now you have a chance to go as far away as you wish. Not just a few states or 
cities, but a whole Solar System, a whole Galaxy away. Can you imagine what is out there? | have seen it out 
there, and it is amazing, and terrifying, but oh so worth the occasional times of horror." Her smile widened a 


bit. "Are you coming?" 
Izzy grinned at her enthusiastically despite of how scared he actually felt. 


"You bet!" He laughed. 


Back to the furure 
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Torchwood 3,Cardiff, Earth 2008 


Captain Jack Harkness checked his gun and with a determined stride, approached the lift. It was good that it 
had a perception filter, covering the particular square in the ground outside and making them practically 
invisible to the world around. It came in handy in situations like this when they needed the cover. 


He was shortly followed by scared looking but determined Gwen Cooper and Dr Owen Harper, armed to the 
teeth. Jack lifted and eyebrow at Owen and smirked. 


"| said take your guns, not prepare for all out war." He could never resist a comment. "What do you think one 


woman can do to you Owen?" 

Gwen snorted in amusement, which much to his colleagues delight, made Owen even more irritated. He was 
going to answer with a jab of his own, but right at that moment the whole base shook and Gwen swayed 
dangerously, only Jack's arms around her waist preventing her from falling off the pavement square that was 


the Torchwood lift. 


Myfanwy- Torchwood's pet pterodactyl swept around the place, frightened she swooped down, knocking lanto 
off his feet. 


"lanto!" Gwen shouted form above. 


lanto dropped the phone in mid conversation with the local police station, with a small yelp of pain He clutched 
his torn shoulder and tumbled down the few steps from Jack's office to the main Hub area. 


Gwen was ready to jump, not even thinking about the drop. Jack's grip on her tightened even further. 
"Get us back Jack!" She shouted at him. 


Jack shook his head and refused to comply. 


"We have more important work to, they can handle it" Jack told her firmly. 


"For God's sake Jack" Gwen shouted starting to wriggle. "That's Tosh and lanto down there with scared 


pterodactyl and the place falling apart. How is one crazy woman more important?" 
Jack just looked at her not answering; he didn't loosen his grip either. 


| hate to say this, but Jack is right" Owen told her. "If that woman out there was connected to this Master 
guy and is able to cause this much trouble, then she is more important than them. Maybe it's time for the 


eye candy to show us that he could be useful to someone else other than our Captain." Owen smirked. 


Seeing the cold glare Jack sent his way however, he stopped talking and pretended to check one of his guns 


agai n. 


Lucy Saxon looked on in delight at the energy coming from the ground; it ripped through the air and was 
tearing the world apart. The wind swept her hair around her face; she could feel tingles of energy through her 
skin She had completely forgotten about the cold now, her body felt warmed from inside. She laughed, 
spreading her arms. Her Harry was coming back to her. She could see his beautiful brown eyes and manic 
smile in her mind. She was imagining how she was going to welcome him with an embrace and a kiss. Her 


beautiful Harry. 


Lucy watched the colours that swirled through the ring in the crack. They were constantly changing, bright 
and beautiful. There was a strong surge of power as the ground shook again violently. Debris was falling now all 
around her from the buildings, but she did not notice them. All she could see and feel was the power that was 
spreading through her, she was more than warm now, she was burning alive from the inside, it felt as if she 


was being torn apart and then pieced back together. 


The Torchwood trio filed out of the lift, but all they could do was stay rooted to the spot and watch the 
woman helplessly as she shook and screamed. Their trusty powerful guns were now useless, as was all their 


combat training. 


Jack motioned to his team mates to stay behind and moved to grab Lucy and drag her away from the energy 


rift. She wriggled in his arms, screaming and kicking. 


Down in the Hub, lanto was throwing pieces of pizza covered in BBQ sauce to keep Myfanwy occupied and away 
from them. He was trying to stop the bleeding from his shoulder at the same time. 


The place was a scene of pandemonium. Everything was shaking, debris was falling and stray paper sheets were 


flying around amidst the noise of a frightened dinosaur and the blaring of emergency alarms. 


Toshiko Sato was keeping her post beside her work station, trying to crack the codes despite everything around 


her. 


She shouted "Yes!" in excitement and typed one finale time on her computer. Suddenly the rift stopped the 
energy died down and all went still and quiet. After the chaos and the blazing noise the new deadly stillness 
seemed eerie and unreal. The last stray papers fell lightly to the floor and the only sound was the now calm 


flap of the pterodactyl's wings. 
lanto took a sharp intake of breath, finally breaking the silence and bringing the world around back to normal. 
"We did it!" Tosh shouted exited and jumped from her seat. "We did it!" 


"Yes." lanto smiled. "We did it. Now if you don't mind | should go and clean my shoulder and my suit. There will 
be a lot of tidying up for me later." He said curtly and went to the medical bay. 


The Torchwood trio and Lucy watched in disbelief as the light and energy abruptly ceased and the ground 
under their feet stilled. In the now quiet, the whine of sirens could be heard. Emergency services were already 


going around the city of Cardiff to assist the injured. 
Gwen gave a triumphant cry and throwing her arms around Owen, kissed him before she could think. 


When Lucy and Jack returned to the epicentre of power, the ring had vanished without a trace. There was no 


evidence that it had ever existed. 
"NO!" Lucy shouted and tried to throw herself forward. 


"You Mrs Saxon are going to be my guest for a long while." Jack said coldly, not even a trace of smugness at 


having a beautiful blonde in his arms. "I have a lot of questions that need to be answered by you." 


Lucy was cowering on the floor in the corner of the cell, doing her best not to take notice of any of the 
occupants of the other cells. People thought that her Harry's Toclafane were scary, but they were just metal 
balls with cute childish voices. These here were brutes. She rocked back and forth, humming some nursery 
rhymes that her nanny used to sing to her when she had trouble sleeping as a child. But no matter what she 
did, she could still hear the snarls of the Weevils and the other creatures around her. Just when she thought 
that she might run out of nursery rhymes and go mad, the door to her cell was mercifully opened and the 
young Welshman in the nice suit led her outside into a white interrogation room. 


The room contained only two chairs and a table in the middle, apart from a CCTV camera in one of the 


corners. Lucy thought that they might be leaving her there alone to see if the silence would be any more 
effective at making her crack than listening to the creature's howling. Unconsciously she started tapping on the 


table, a four beat rhythm that she had heard her husband tap so many times. 


A while later the door opened and the same young man dressed in an immaculate three piece suit entered the 


room, bringing her a steaming cup of coffee. 


‘lm surprised," Lucy said to lanto, smirking. "The Captain doesn't strike me as a cavalier or as someone who 


cares for the comfort of his prisoners." 
lanto just smiled at her, calmly and politely. 
It wouldn't do to be blamed for mistreating the widow of the late Prime Minister," he told her. 


"Of course. | should have known that the tea boy would look after his position," Lucy commented. "Maybe when 
my husband comes back, | might recommend you to him and spare your life.” She smiled at him. The man still 
looked unaffected by her comments and threats. She wondered if lanto possessed feelings at all. She would 

have thought he would have shown at least surprise or annoyance at her bold attitude, since she was nothing 


more than Torchwood's prisoner. But his face remained polite and empty of emotion. 


"Very kind offer, but I'm afraid | have to decline, madam. Now, if you'll excuse me," he told her and opened the 


door. "The Captain should be with you shortly.’ 


Lucy watched lanto leaving the room and hastily made a decision to try and sweet-talk him into helping her. 
She couldn't just let him go without trying to speak to him. 


"Wait, can't you stay a moment?" she asked him, using her best damsel in distress act, looking as vulnerable as 
she could Her voice shook at the right moments and she even managed to shiver and sniff. "I've been locked in 
here alone, in the cold, with these creatures from nightmares, and now left in an empty white room. Please, | 


just need a bit of human company." 


lanto looked at her and hesitated for a moment. She wasn't sure if her pleading words or her helpless act had 
any effect on the young man, she couldn't read anything on his closed-up face. But then he turned his back 
again and said: "As | said, the Captain will be with you shortly, madam. You will have your company." lanto 
nodded curtly and almost managed to close the door before he heard Lucy's voice again, this time more bold 


and arrogant. 


"Do you think you will ever be something else than the tea boy around here?" Lucy asked, raising her voice, 
hoping that lanto would hear her before he closed the door and that this would make him come back. "They 
will never appreciate what you do. l'm sure they all think that Captain Harkness hired you for your good looks." 


It had the desired effect, as lanto opened the door and returned to the room, looking for a moment distraught 


and nervous. But soon his closed off expression was back and he stood near the door in a cold professional 


way. 
"What do you want, Mrs Saxon?" he asked coldly. 


"I want you to help me get out of here and get my husband back. Then | can help you," Lucy told him, smiling 
at him with the most charming smile she could muster. Everyone thought her the dumb blonde that couldn't 
hold a single thought in her head without getting a headache. Well, let them think that, it did have its benefits. 
No one paid her much attention when they talked; even her Harry sometimes talked about his plans in front of 
her, thinking that she was harmless, not understanding anything. However, she was really good at listening and 
observing while playing the dumb bimbo. So she thought was lanto. What was the saying about still waters 
running deep? 


lanto just chuckled in response, however, obviously thinking she was joking. 
"You want me to betray my team and help you, just because you asked?" he said in disbelief. 


"No, but | can talk to my husband when he is back. He can put you in charge of Torchwood," she offered. 
"Don't tell me you don't ever feel unappreciated here. They take you for granted, don't they? The tea boy that 
cleans everything up after them, or the archivist that always puts the papers in order, no matter how much 


they mess it up - and they never care how much time it takes you to do it alll" 


Not receiving any response from the stony-faced, unmoving figure of the young Welshman, Lucy continued, 


refusing to be discouraged. 


"Do you think they ever ask themselves how the Hub is so clean in the morning after leaving it as messed up, 


as a front line?" she kept pressing on, hoping for a reaction 


However, before he could respond to her words, the door opened and Jack Harkness entered the room and 
interrupted their conversation. He looked at lanto intently, as if hoping to pull the details of what they were 
talking about right from lanto's soul. Lucy wondered if Captain Harkness had been watching them on the CCTV 
and was skilled in reading lips. She wasn't too bothered if that was the case - she was a prisoner anyway. 


lanto, however, was paler than usual. 


"Go check the monitors for Rift activity," Jack dismissed lanto curtly but firmly. He didn't start his 


interrogation until he was sure the archivist was out of the room. 


"Trying to corrupt Mr Jones?" Jack asked, lifting an eyebrow. "Ill tell you now, its not going to work. It doesn't 


matter how much money or how many high positions you offer him. He's very loyal to our team." 


Lucy smiled sweetly. "Money!" she thought contemptuously to herself. Everyone always assumed that if you 
offered a person something, it would be money and success. But what she had learned from living in her 
father's house, and then with her husband, was that where money wouldn't work, envy and pent up 


frustration, manipulated in the right way, could work even better. 


"Now tell me, sweetheart, how did you open the Rift? And please don't waste my time with playing dumb,” Jack 


asked her straight away, not in the mood for matching wits or mind games. 
"I didn't," Lucy answered, shaking her head. 


"Bullshit!" Jack snapped and hit the table with his fist, making her jump on her seat. "I said | don't have time 
for playing. So unless you want to share your suite with a Weevil, you'd better start answering when | ask," he 
spat at her. Lucy could almost imagine him like some enraged Doberman, spitting saliva as he barked. It slightly 
amused her and a thin smile crept over her lips. She tried to hide it by lowering her head. It wouldn't help her 
to anger him further by finding him funny. 


"| really didn't," she tried to sound serious, not amused. "I heard some people who are devoted to my husband 
talk about resurrecting him by placing his ring near the Rift when it starts opening. | talked them into using 
me because | wanted Harry not the Master. The Rift did give a reaction to the proximity of the ring but that 
is all | know." She decided to be sincere. It wouldn't hurt anyway, now she was caught and the ring was gone, 


who knows where. 


Jack studied her features silently, outwardly looking completely relaxed, with his body leaning back into the 
chair and his arms crossed. He wasn't smiling, but there wasn't even a muscle moving or twitching in his face 
to suggest nerves. His eyes were as expressionless and closed as his face. Lucy wished that she could read 
this man; she wished she knew what he was thinking. Probably deciding that he would not be getting any more 


information from her, or at least not useful information, he let her go back to her cell. 


"Please, not here, not with these creatures again" Lucy tried to appeal to Jack's humanity, but it had no 
effect, as he give no indication that he even heard her. He locked the door and she wondered if the Torchwood 


3 commander possessed any sense of humanity at all. 


